ELECTRA AND ORESTES               l6l
ELECTRA
Ah, me! And this is it! 'Twould seem I gaze
On that same burden, clear and close at hand.
ORESTES
If thou dost weep Orestes' hapless fate,
Know that this urn doth all his body hold.
ELECTRA
Ah, stranger! Now by all the Gods, I pray,
If this urn hold him, give it in mine hands,
That I my fate and that of all my kin
May wail and weep with these poor ashes here.
ORESTES [to his Attendants].
Bring it, and give it her, whoe'er she be:
At least she does not ask it as in hate,
But is perchance a friend, or near in blood.
ELECTRA [taking the urn in her hands]*
O sole memorial of his life whom most
Of all alive I loved! Orestes mine.
With other thoughts I sent thee forth than these
With which I now receive thee. Now, I bear
In these my hands what is but nothingness;
But sent thee forth, dear boy, in bloom of youth.
Ah, would that I long since had ceased to live
Before I sent thee to a distant shore,
With these my hands, and saved thee then from
death!
So had'st thou perished on that self-same day,
And had a share in that thy father's tomb.